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2 LonDoN is a fine Town, &c. 


| Honi ſoit qui Mal y Penſe, 
. 5 ” | To which is added, . | 
3 OR, THE | 
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L 0 V E's Invention, 


OR, THE 


Recieation in VOGUE: 


A New B A L L AD: 
To the Tune of, O London is @ fine Town, be. 


RANELAGH s a fine Place, 


_ Witty, 

And now's become a Render. 
„ 
5 For Ladies that are bey 
At Change they job for Money, 
The fiſt Nymphs ar willing 

e are willing 
To ſhew you Beſt Parts. 


For the Young, the Old, the 
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0 Ranelagb's a fine Place; 5 
For Ladies that are willing; -+ 
For there they figh, and there "hey ON 

' Like Doves full fondly billing: 

The Ladies wear large Hoops, 5 S 
With Deſign to ſhow their e Es 
Next Winter they'll ſhow ſomething elſe,-- 

And ſtand * their Heads. ? 


III. 


O Ranbert's' s à fine Place, . 
For Courtiers, Ol they re witty: 
For there a certain L--d "td mecxt 
With Lady B ſo pretty: 
He gently preſs d her Hand,. 
Her Air and Mien — 
And begg'd that ſhe'd withdraw ET had 
Becauſe the Pirit mov d. 


1 v. © ; 


Ant a Maſquerade "Je x. fine Place, dF, 
For Ladies in Diſtreſs ; . 
For they may meet a 18800 Thing, 

Tho' in aF emale els: _ 
A Scaramouche is nz. 

Tho' lazy he ap 
And if you try an Old 

He'll do't---- bey wer! . 
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There's Running-Footmen plenty, 


And a Maſquerade's a fine Place, 


And they can't want a Shepherdeſs, 
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4 
And a Maſquerade's a fine Place, 
For thoſe that wou'd ſbovt fing; 


For there you'll meet with Ladies, 
Who're not afraid of Dying. 


Who do their Ladies Work ; 
And if you're for changing 
You'll find an able Turk, V 


VI. 


And a Maſquerade s a fine Place, 
_ Gouw'd I explain it well! 
For there you'll meet Diverſion, 
That nothing can excel. 
At Ten a-Clock they meet, 
And Dance, themſelves to pleaſe : - 
For it kindles ſoft Defire, 
To give a gentle Squeeze, 4 


VII. 
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If you wou'd tir your Blood ; 

For there you'll meet Variety, 
And, moſt think, that is good : 

You'll meet with Hains in N ight-Gowns, 
Dreſt ready for the Field---- : | 


; * will with Pleaſure yield. 


VIII. And 


4 6 \ | 
5 1 | 


VIII. | 
And a Maſquerade's a. ſine Place, 

For giving u Bold Stroke ::: 
And if you'd find à Great Man- 
Then ſearch beneath a CLOAK 1 
The Whimſical Haup-Perticaut 115 | 

Moſt ſtrangely does perplex z _ _ 3 
For you may be deceiv d in—— N bl. 
Courting 5 the wrong wy er 


mn 


And a Maſquerade s a fine Place, 
For Men of Taſte and Pleaſure 5 
Since here they may divert themſelves; | 
And purchaſe unknown n 8 
For with a Single Guinea, Sir, #* _ 

__ YowlE— win an Haughty Dane ; 3 
Who if ſhe had her Maſt off, 
'Wou'd anſwer with Diſdain. 


1 130 | 


And a Maſquerade” s a fine Place, 
For opening of your Gaſes, ''- 
For here you'll get yout Bufmeſs dine, © 1 
And never ſhow your Faces: 
. Here is good Store of e 
That take a private Fee 
But they'll: do nothing pindly, tA 
Faith you muſt hetithem ſee, e 


co 


XI. | And 


* The Price of a Ticket. 


(7) 
xl. 


dud a Maſquerade's a fne Place, 
For Carriers they love Jogging; ; 


And ſhou'd they meet a MiI#-Mard, 


They wou'd not fail of th . | 


The ſprightly Harlequin - © 
Exerts his Manly-Parts ; 


And never fails to ſtrike his-——Sword | 


To pee the Ladies—--Hearts, 
XII. 
And a Maſquerade' $ a fins Fs 
For a Fryar that is jolly; 1 
For here he may Confeſs a Ni ur, 
And eaſe her Melancholy: 
Shou'd you meet an Ancient Father, 
Who calls himſelf OLD Time; 


He Il give you good Advice Chill, 
. That you — loſe your Prime. 


XIII. 


And a Maſquerade's a fine Place 
For a Devil that is merry; 
For here he may draw Sinners in, 
And Dance dhe ne uo Vagary: I 
And if you meet an Adam, 
He won't your Wiſh deceive; 
For-he'll ufe you as kindly, 
#8 once your Mother Eve. 


XIV. 


FEE 3 3 —— ů —ꝙ—— ce — 


(8) 
XIV. 


And a Maſquerade's a fine Place 

For Lovers in Diſguiſe ; 7 227 
wh yo _ _ of Trinkets, 

u by----Sarprize. 

You' ot — mx luſty Sk:ppers, 

As nimble as a Bee; 
What tho' the Dutch are Beau, 
Vet theſe are * you'll ſee. . 


And « Maſur "_ a fine Place 

For Spaniards, tho e 

And — chey move but ogy i nlp * 

They will your Longing ſave, 
You'll meet a jolly 2 

Will do Tour Baff well; 

For they're not ſoon a w 
Fall be Ti ruth they tell. 


XVI, 


And a Maſquerade's a fine Place; 
If you want to fill your Belly; 
For here is Meat of all ſorts, 


From Waodeock down to Fell 9 2 . 
In one Bufet, is Burgh, 5 5 K 
In bother, is Champaig 


As ſoon as Twelve a-Clock i is frck, 
They run to eat amain. 


xVIL, And 


WE 


i) 


XVII. f 


And a Maſquerade's a fine Place, 


Did you know what is done there; 
For Ladies in a Maſe, will-- -- 
Speak Engliſb without Fear. 
When you are tir'd with Dancing, 
You may fit down and chat ; 
And tell a thouſand pretty Tales, 
And do-----I wont ſay what. 


- XVIII, 


Oh! a Maſquerade's a fine Place, 
For Ladies that are Witty : 

And now, alas! they're at an end, 

And is not that great Pity ? 
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Cure for Cc KOI DO M, 
OR, THE 


Miſeries of MaTRIMONY. 


— 
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EDLOCK, Oh! curs d uncomforta- 
| ble State, 


Cauſe of my Woes, and Object of 
my Hate 
How bleſs d was I! Ah! once, how happy me; 
When I from thy uneaſy Bonds was tree; 


How calm my Joys! How peacetul was my 


Breaſt 


. Till with thy fatal Cares too ſoon oppreſt: 


The World ſeem'd Paradiſe, ſo bleſs d the Soil 

Wherein I liv'd, that Buſineſs was no Toil; 

Life was a Comfort, which produc d each Day 

New Joys, that, ſtill preſerv d me from Decay; 

Thus Heaven firſt launch d me 'nto pacific Seas, 

Where free from Storms, I mov'd with gentle 
Breeze. 


B 2 5 
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8 ( I 2 ) | 
My Sails proportion'd, and my Veſſel ti „ 
Coaſting in Pleaſure's Bay, I ſteer'd aright; ( 
Ballanc'd with true Content, and freighted 
with Delight. 
Books my Companions were, wherein I found 
Needful Advice without a noiſy Sound ; 
But, was with friendly, pleafing Silence ta t 
Wiſdom's beſt Rules to fructify my Thought 
Rais'd up our Sage Forefathers from the dead, 
And when I pleas'd; invok'd em to my Aid; 
Who at my Study Bar without a Fee would ( 
plead. | 
Whilſt I Chief- Juſtice fat, heard all their Suits, 
And gave my PR on their learn'd Difa 
putes. | 

Strove to determine ev'ry Cauſe aright, 
And for my Pains found Profit and Delight. 
Free from Partiality, J fear'd no blame, 
Deſir'd no Brib'ry, and deſerv'd no Shame; 
But like an upright Judge grudg'd no Expence 
Of Time, to fathom Truth, with Diligence; 
Reading by. Day, Contemplating by Night, 
Till Conſcience told me, that Ijudg'd fight, 

| Thento my Paper-World Id have Recourſe, 
And by my Maps run o'er the Univerſe; 
Sail round the Globe, and touch at ev ry Port, 
Survey thoſe Shoars, where Men untam' d re- 
„. 
View the old Regions, where the began Lord 
Taught Wooden Deities to be ador'd ; 
Enſnar'd, at laſt, to ſacrifice his Life, 
1 o the baſe Pride of an Adult rous Wife. 


And, 


85) 


And, where, the Grecian Youth to Arms inur'd, 


The hungry Soil, with Perſan Blood manur'd; 


Where, bold Buceph'lus' brutal Conduct 


 ſhow'd, | 
The Force of monſtrous Elephants withſtood, 
And with his Rider waded thro' a purple 
Flood. 
Then would I next the Roman Fields ſurvey, 
Where brave Fabricius with his Army lay ; 
Fanv'd for his Valour, from Corruption free, 
Made up of Courage, and Humility : 


Then, when encamp'd the Good-Man lowly 


bent, 

Cook d his own Cabbage in his homely Tent; 

And, when, the * Samaites ſent a Golden Sum 

To tempt him, to betray his Country, Rome ; 

The Droſs he ſcoffingly return'd untold, 
ir 


And anſwer'd with a Look ſerenely bold, 
That Roman Sprouts would boil without the 
' Grecian Gold. | | 
Then eat his Coleworts, for his Meal deſign'd, 
And beat the Grecian Army, when he'd din'd. 
Thus, would I range the World from Pole 
co Pole, | | 
T' increaſe my Knowledge, and delight my 
Soul 3 | | | 
Travel all Nations, and inform my Senſe, 
With Eaſe, and Safety, at a ſmall Expence. 
No Storms to plough, no Paſſage Sums to pay, 


No Horſe to hire, or Guide to ſhow the Way; 


No Alps to climb, no Deſerts here to paſs, 
No Ambuſcades, no Thieves to give me m_— : 
WER IN | | 5 


Irecten 'tis Samnites, a People of damnia in Italy. 


(14) 


No Bear to dread, or rav'nous Wolf to ight, 


No Flies to ſting, no Rattleſnake to bite: 


No Floods to ford, no Hurricanes to fear, 
No dreadful Thunder to furprize the Ear : 


No Winds to freeze, no Sun to ſcortch or fry, 


No Thirſt, or Hunger, and Relief not nigh. ' 
All theſe Fatigues, and Miſchiefs could I ſhun 
Reſt, when I pleas'd, and when I pleas'd, 
jog on, 
And travel thro' both 'S in an Afternoon.) 
When the Day, thus far, pleafingly wasſpent, 
And ev'ry Hour adminiſtred Content; 
Then would I range the Fields and flow” ry 
_ Meads, © 
Where Nature her exub'rant Bounty rend z 
In whoſe delightful Products does appear, 
Inimitable Beauty ev'ry-where ; | 
Contemplate on each Plant, and uſeful Weed, 
And how its Form firſt lay involy'd in Seed; 
How, they're preſerv'd by Providential Care, 
For what defign'd, and what their Virtues are. 


5 Thus, to my Mind by diat of Reaſon prove, 


That all below is ow'd to Heaven above 

And, that no earthly Temporals can be, 

But, what muſt center in Eternity: 

Then gaze aloft, whence all Things had thei 
ä 

And play my prying Soul 'twixt Heaven FRE) 

Ear 
Thus the ſ weet Harmony o'th' Whole admire 
And by due Search newLearning {till acquire; þ 


So, nearer ev'ry Day to Truths divine aſpire. 5 
When 


(15) 
When ti'd with Thought, then from ” 
Pocket pluck | 


Some friendly, dear Companion of a Book; 
e Calves-Skin Fences ſhall can 


The verbal Treaſure of ſome old good Man; 
Made by long Study, and Experience, wiſe; ; 


Whoſe piercing Thoughts to heav aly Know- 
1175 = -- 
naſt whoſe pious Reliques I could find, 
Ruler or my Life, rich Banquets for my Mind; 


Such pleaſing Nectar, ſuch eternal Food, 
That, well digeſted, makes a Man a God ; 


And for his Uſe at the ſame time prepares 
On Earth an Heay'n, in ſpight of worldly Cares. 


The Day in theſe Enjoyments would I ſpend, 


But chule, at Night, my Bottle and my F = 


Take prudent Care that neither were abus'd, 

But with due Moderation both I us'd ; 
And in one ſober Pint found more deli ght, 

Thanthe inſatiate Sot that ſwills away his N ight; 


Ne'er drown my Senſes, or my Soul debaſe, 


Or drink beyond the Reliſh of my Glaſs. 


For, in Exceſs, good Heav'ns Deſign is croſt, 
In all Extremes the true Enjoyment's loſt ; _ 
Wine chears the Heart, and elevates the Soul, 
But if we ſurfeit with too large a Bowl, 


Wanting true Aim, we th' happy Mark o'er- 


ſhoot, 


And chang e the heav'nly Image, to a Brute. 


So, the —— Grecian, who the World ſubdu' d, 
And drown'd whole Nations i ina Sea of Blood; 
At 


3 
! 
| 
1 
; 
1 
x 
L 
} 
[ 
' 
: 
1 
Ll 


( 16 ) 


At laſt, was conquer'd by the Pow'r of Wine, 


And dy'd a Drunken-Vi&im to the Vine. 
My Friend, and-I, when o'er our Bottle fat, 
Mir d with each Glaſs, ſome inoffenſive Chat; 


Talk' d of the World's Affairs, but ſtill kepe 


oe 

From Paſſion, Zeal, or Partiality. 4 

With _ Freedom did our T houghts dit. 
penſe 


And judg'd all Things with Indifference ; 


Till Time, at laſt, did our Delights invade, 
And, in due Seaſon, Separation made. 
Then without Envy, Diſcord, or Deceit, 
Part, like true Friends, as loving as we meet : 
The Tavern change to a domeſtic Scene, 


That ſweet Retirement, tho it's ne er ſo . 
Thus leave each other in a chearful plight, 


T' enjoy the ſilent Pleaſures of the Night; 


When, home return d, my Thanks to Heaven 


For by * paſt, kind Bleflings of the Day; 3 
No haugbty Help-mate to my Peace moleſt, 
No treacherous Snake to harbour in my Breaſt; 
No fawning Miſtreſs of the Female Art, 
With Judas Kiſſes to betray my Heart. 
No light-tail'd Hypocrite to raiſe my Fears, 
No vile Impert'nence to torment my Ears : - 
No mottled Offspring to diſturb my Thought, 
In Wedlock born, but God knows where begot: : 
No luſtful Meſſalina to require 
Whole Troops of Men to feed her brutal Fire; 
No Family Cares my Quiet to diſturb, 
No head-ſtrong Humours to aſſuage or 3 
0 


1 


SF) 
No jarring Servants, no Domeſtick Strife, 9 
No Jilt, no Termegant, no faithleſt Wife, £ 
With Vinegar, or Gall, to ſour or bitter Life. 5 
Thus freed from all, that, could my Mind 
annoy, | 8 
Alone my ſelf, I did my ſelf enjoy; 
When Nature call'd, I laid me down to reſt, 
With a ſound Body, and a peaceful Breaſt. 
Hours of Repoſe, with conſtancy I kept, 
And Guardian Angels watch'd me as I ſlept. 
In lively Dreams, reviving, as I lay, 
8 ThePleaſures of the laſt, precedent Day. 
Thus whilſt T ſingle liv'd, did I poſſefs 7. 
| By day, and night, inceſſant Happineſs ; 
Content enjoy'd, awake, and ſleeping, found 
r - 

But the curs'd Fiend from Hell's dire Re- 
| gions ſent, . „ 
Ranging the World, to Man's Deſtruction bent; 
Who with an envious Pride beholding me, 

Advanc'd by Virtue, to Felicity: 
Reſolv'd his own eternal, wretched State, 
Should be in part, reveng'd by my ſad Fate: 
And ſo at once, my happy Lite betray, 
PFlung Woman, fazthleſs Woman, in my way, 
- | | Beauty, ſhe had, a ſeeming modeſt — 


All Charms without, but Devil al within; ( 
Which did not yet, appear, but lurk'd, a- 

las, unſeen. 1 

A fair Complexion, far exceeding Paint, 
Black ſleeping Eyes, that would have charm'd 


a Saint. 
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Her Lips ſo ſoft, and ſweet, that ev'ry Kiſs, 
Seem'd a ſhort Taſte of the eternal Bliſs. 
Her Sett of Teeth, fo regular and white, 
They'd ſhow their Luſtre i in the darkeſt Nightz 
Round her Seraphic Face, ſo fair, and young, 
Her Sable Hair in careleſs Trefles hung; 
Which added to her beauteous Features, ſhow * 
Like ſome fair Angel, peeping, thro' a Cloud. 
Her Breaſts, her Hands, nay, ev ry Charm, 
ſo brig ht, | 
She n a Sun, by Day 4 3 a Moon, by 
Night; 
Her Shape 10 raviſhing, that, ev'ry part 
Proportion'd was to th' niceſt Rules of Art, 

So awful was her Carriage, when ſhe mov'd, 
None could behold her, but, he fear d, and lov' d. : 
She danc'd, well ſung, and finely play d the 

Late, 
Was always witty in her Words, or mute: 
Obliging, not reſerv'd_; nor yet too free, 
But as a Maid, divinely bleſs d, ſhould be ; 
Not vainly gay, but, decent in Attire, . * 
She ſeem'd ſo good, ſhe could no more ac- 
quire; 
Of Heav'n no more than what ſhe had, and 
Man no more deſire. 
Fortune like God, and Nature too, was kind, 
And to theſe Gifts, a copious Sum had join d. 
Who could the pow'r of ſuch Temptations ſſun, 
What, frozen * nic from her Charms could 
run, 


What 


But quit his Bead 


NR” 5 
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bright, 


- 


What; cloiſter'd Monk could ſee a Face ſo | 


And by itsLuſtre hope to ſhun eternal Night.) 
I fo betwitch'd, and poiſon'd by her Charms, 
Believ'd the utmoſt Heaven was in her Arms. 
Methoughts the Goodneſs in her Eyes I ſee, 


Spoke her, the Off ſpring of ſome Deity. 
In her fair Looks, alone, Delight I found, 


Love'sraging Storms all other Joys had drown'd; 


By Beauty's Ignis fatuus led aſtray, 
Bound for Content, I loſt my happy way: 


Of Reaſon's faithful Pilot now bereft, 


Was amongſt Rocks, and Shoals, in danger left; 
There muſt have periſh'd, as, I fendly thought, 


Leſt her kind Uſage my Salvation wrought, 


Her happy Aid, I labour'd to obtain, 


Hop'd for Succeſs, yet fear'd her ſad Diſdain j 


Tortur'd, like dying Convicts, whilſt they live, 
Twixt fear of Death, and Hopes of a Reprieve. 


Firſt, for her ſmalleſt Favours did I ſue, 


Crept, fawn'd, and cring'd, as Lovers us d to do; 


Sigh'd, e er I ſpoke; and when I ſpoke, look d 
pass 5 N 


In words confus'd, diſelos d my mournful Tale: 
VUmpractis'd, in Amours fine Speeches coin'd, 


But could not utter, what I well deſign'd: 


And by her Charms gainſt Baſhfulneſs I ſtrove, 


And trembling fat, and tammer'd-out my Love: 


Told her, how, greatly I admir d, and fear di 


Which the 'twixt Coyneſs, and Compaſſion 
Wo _ - Grutchd 


8, and follow Beauty'sLight? br 
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Grutch d no Expence of Money, or of Time, 
And thought that not t'adore her, was a Crime. 
The more each Viſit I acquainted grew, 

Yet every time found ſomething in her new : 
Who was above her Sex, ſo Fortunate, 

She had a Charm for Man in every State. 
Beauty for th' Youthful, Prudence for the Old, 
Scripture for the Godly, for the Miſer Gold 
Wit for th' Ingenious, Silence for the Grave, 


N Flatt ry for the Fool, and Cunning for the 


Knave. 


Compounded thus of ſuch Varieties, 


She had a knack ev'ry Temper to pleaſe ; 
And, as, her felf thought fit, was every one 
of theſe. | 
Ilov'd, I ſigh'd, and vow d; talk d, whin' d, 
and pray'd, 


And at her Feet, my panting He: I lay'd 3. 


She ſmil'd, then, frown'd ; was now reſerv'd, 
then fre 2 : 
And, as, ſhe play'd her part, ok chang'd herKey; 
Not, thro' fantaſtic Humour, but Deſign ; 

To try me thro'ly, e'er, ſhe would be mine. 
Becauſe ſhe wanted in one Man to have, 


 A'Huſband, Lover, Cuckold, and a Slave, 
80 Travellers, before a Horſe they buy, 


His Speed, his Paces, and his Temper try; 


Whether he'll anſwer Whip, and Spur; thence, 
judge 


If the poor Beaſt will prove a patient Drudge. 
When, ſne by Wiles had heightned my Deſire, 


And * d Love's Sparkles to a raging Fire; 
er Made 


(21) 
Made now for Wedlock, or for Bedlam fit, 


Paſſion hav'n got the upper- hand of Wit; 
The Dame by Pity, or by Intereſt mov 'd, 


Or, elſe by Luſt, pretended now ſhe lov'd. 


After long ſuff rings her Conſent I got, 
To make me happy, as I hop'd, and thought; 


But, oh! the wretched | hour I ty'd the Ger- 


dian-Enot. 


Thus, thro' miſtake, I raſhly plung'd my Life, 
Into that bag of Miſeries, a Wife. | | 


ith joyful Arms, I thus embrac'd my Fate, 

liev'd too ſoon, was undeceiv'd too late; 
So hair-brain'd Fools to Indian Climates rove, 
With a vain Hope their Fortunes to improve ; 
There ſpend their ſlender Cargoes, then become 


| Worſe Slaves abroad, thane'erthey were at home. 
When afew Weeks were waſted, I compar'd, 


With all due Moderation, and Regard, 


My former Freedom, with my new Reſtraint, 


Jo which State afforded moſt Content. 
But, . — a ſingle Life, as calm, and gay, 


As, the delightful Month of bloom ing May. 


Nor chill'd with Cold, nor ſcorch'd with too 
much Heat, 


; Nor 2 with too much Puſt, nor x 


rown'd with Wet; 


But pleaſingtothe Eyes, and tothe Noſtrilsſweet 
But, Wedlock's like the bluſtering Month, | 


of March, 


That does the Bodies Maims, andBruiſes a 


Brings by cold nipping Storms,unwelcomePains, 


; And finds or breeds A in our Veins. 


| Renews 


And ſeldom does afford one pleaſant Day. 
But Clouds diſſolve, or raging Tempeſts blow, 


Fo the dull drudg'ry of a Marriage-Bed ; 


All her ſoft Charms, which, I believ'd Divine, 


(C), 
Rene ws Old Sores, and Haſtens c on, decay, 


* -- 


And untile Houſes, like a marry'd Shrew, 
Thus March, and Marriage Fuſtly maybe faid,y) - 
To be alike ; then, ſure the Man is mad, ( 
That loves fuch changing Weather, where o 
the beſt is bad, ) 
| Tho? I once happy in a fingle Life, TE 
Yet ſhipwrack'd all upon that Rock, a N ; 
By Gold and Beauty's powerful Charms der d. 


That Paradiſe for Fools, a Sport for Boys! 
Tireſome its Chains! and brutal are its Joys! 
Then, nauſeous Pr ieſt-craft, that, too ſoon aps | 


pear d, 
Not as I hop'd, bir ele us Whit I fear d ; 


Marriage I thought had made them only mine. 
Vain Hope! alas, for I too early found, 
My Brows were with the Thorns of Wedlock 
"a OT own 'd; 5 
Jealouſies, firſt from Reaſon fais a Aube . 
And fatalChance th'unha py Truth brought out, 
Made it fo plain, from all pretences freed,” 
That wicked Woman no excuſe could. plead; 
And, if ſhe wants Device to hide her ſhame," p 
Hell can no Umbrage for Adult'ry frame. 
I thought it, Prudence, the Biene es hide, 
Tho” rav'd, and frorm d, the (fo beg'd, : 
5 and dend. | 
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As accidental Failings, not deſign'd. 


(23) 


Vet, with falſe Proteſtations ſtrove to charm, - 
The Cuckold to believe, ſhe'd done uo harm. 
Tho', taken by ſurprize ; (oh! curſe the Day!) 


Where all the Marks of pat Enjoyment lay; 
And ſhe diſorder by the luſtful Freeks, 


Had Shame, and Horror ſtru gling in her checks; 


Yet, made Eſſays to clear her Innocence, 


And hide her Guilt with Lyes and Impudence; 
For luſtful Women, like a vitious State, 
Oft' ſtifle Ills, by others, full as great. 


But, I convinc'd too plainly of her guilt, _ 
All her falſe Oaths, and quick Inventions fpoilt; 
Which, when ſhe us'd in vain, ſhe bluſh'd, 

„ 1 8 on. - 


4 And own'd the Fault, ſhe found, | ſhe could 


not hide. We 
This, I forgave, ſhe promis d to reclaim, 
Vow 'd-future Truth, if I'd conceal the Shame. 


But, what ſtrange Adamantine Chain can bind, 


Women, .corrupted ; to be juſt, or kind. 


| Or, how can Man to an Adult reſs ſhow © 
That Love, which, to a faithful Wife is due? 


I ſtruggl'd hard, and all my Paſſion check'd, 


And chang'd Revenge into a mild Reſpect. 


That good for ill return'd, might touch her, 


And gratitude might bind her, more than fear; 


My former Love, I ev'ry day renew'd, 


And all the ſignals of Oblivion ſhew'd; 
Wink'd at ſmall Faults, would no ſuch trifles 


mind, 
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. 
J all things to her Temper eaſy made, 
Scorn'd to reflect, and hated to upbraid. 


She choſe (and rich it was) her own Attire, 


Nay, had what a proud Woman could deſire. 
Thus, the new Covenant I ſtrictly kept, 

And oft' in private, for her Failings wept, 

Yet, bore with ſeeming chearfulneſs, thoſe Cares, 


That 3 a Man too ſoon, to griſled Hairs. 


But, all this kindnefs I difpenſed in vain, 
Where, Luſt, and baſe Ingratitude remain. 
Luft, which if once in Female Fancy fix d, 


Burns like Sali-Petre with dry Touchwood 


— 


And tho' cold Fear for time, may ſtop its 


force, | hp 
*T'will ſoon like Fire confin'd, break out the ( 
worle : | . 
Or, like a Tide obſtructed, reaſſume it's Courſe. 


No Art could e er perfume the ſtinking Stote, 


Or change the lech'rous Nature of the Goat. 


No ſkilfull Whitſter ever found the flight, 


To waſh, or bleach an Ethiopian White. 
No gentle Uſage truly will aſſuage, 
A Tyger's fierceneſs, or a Lyon's rage. 
Stripes, and ſevere Correction is the way, 
When once they're thro ly conquer'd, they'll 
hey. „„ 
*Tis Whip and Spur, commanding Rein and 
. J)) 
That, makes the unruly head-ſtrong Horſe 
__ ſubmit. | C 


„ 

So ſtubborn, faithleſs Woman muſt be us'd, 
Or Man, by Woman, baſely, be abus d. 
For, after all the Indearments I could ſhew, 

At laſt, ſhe turn d, both Libertine, and Shrew: 

From my Submiſſions grew perverſe,and proud, 

Crabbed as Verjuice, and as Thunder loud: 


Did what ſhe pleas'd, would noObedience own, 


And ridicul'd the Patience, J had ſhown. 
Fear'd no ſharp threatnings, valu'd no diſgrace, 
But flung theWrongs ſhe'd doneme,in my face. 
Gre ſtill more head-ſtrong,turbulent,andlewd, 
Filling my Manſion, with a ſpurious Brood. 
Thus, brutal Luſt her humane Reaſon drown'd, 
And her /oſe Tail oblig'd the Country round. 
Advice, Reproof, Prayers, Fears, were flung away, 
For ſtill ſhe grew. more wicked, every day. 
Till, by Her Equals ſcorn'd, my Servants fed 
The Brutal Rage of, her Adult'rous Bed.. 
- Nay, in my abſence truckled to my Groom, 
And hugg' d the ſervile Traitor in my room. 
When theſe ſtrange tydings thunder- ſtruck my 


Ear 


And ſuch inhuman Wrongs were made appear; 


At laſt, that head- ſtrong Tyrant Wife ſubdued: 
Cancel'd the Marriage- Bonds, and baſtardiz'd 


On theſe juſt grounds for a Divorce I ſued, 
her Brood. 


Woman ! thou worſt of all Church-plagues, 


farewell! „ 
Bad at the beſt, but at the worſt, a Hell. 


Thou Truſs of Wormwood, bitter Teaze of Life, 


Thou Miſery of humane Cares---a W ife. 
98 5 


Thou 5 
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(26) 


Thou App e-cating Traytor, who ee 
The Wrath of Heaven, and Miſery of Man. 


And has't with never-failing diligence, 
Improv'd the Curſe to Human Race c'er We 4 


Farewell, Church-juggle, that inſlav d my Life, 


But bleſs that Power that, rid me of my Wife. 
And, now the Laws, once more, have ſet me free, . 
If Woman can again prevail with We. - = 
My Fleſh, and Bones ſhall make my Wed- N 
ding Feaſt, x 
And none ſhall be invited, as my Gueſt : 
But my — Bride, the Devil anda Pref | 


